THE FIRST ASSAULT OH MADRID
Livelier sounds of shelling brought us all back to the
crest of the road, both the staff and the few Journalists
who had cared to conie so far, and then we could see
among the light clouds of dust, mainly caused by bursting
shells and the impact of bullets on the still parched ground.
Barren's men pushing up from the left The mo¥ement
in the centre and right had gone so fast that already the
battery of light artillery just in front of us had sent for
its tractors and was ready to pull out before advancing its
position.
I had thought to have seen the town fall much more
quickly, and in fact was anxious to prepare my message
to that effect as soon as possible. On the far slope of
the hill my car was waiting, turned in the right direction
and ready to rush away with, my final telegrams as soon
as I gave the signal. Telegraphic delays^ 1 knew, were
long, and the hour was growing late. The snn was sinking
to the horizon behind me, and yet i\ hen I looked through
my glasses I could see no change. Captain Delgado of
the staff passed me, and in reply to my shouted inquiry
answered, "Not yet, not yet."
In the distance on the left I could see Barren's first
lines of skirmishers lying on the edge of a ploughed field
almost under a white water-tower; in the centre the slope
hid Asensio's men from view; but on the right, where
the main Madrid road left Navalcarnero and where the
Reds had prepared their strongest fortifications, I could
see three Moorish machine-gun units slowly moving across
the fields towards a whitewashed farmhouse, already
held by the extreme points of their advance guards
and from which it was evident that a terrific fire could
be poured in enfilade on the Red trenches still held. It
was half-past five, and we all had thought the town would
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